Send home my harmless heart again,

Which no unworthy thought could stain;

But if it be taught by thine

To make jestings

Of pretestings.

And break both

Word and oath,

Keep it still, 't is none of mine.

Yet send me back my heart and eyes,

That I may know and see thy lies,

And may laugh and joy when thou

Art in anguish.

And dost languish

For some one

That will none,

Or prove as false as thou dost now.
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A    NO GTURNAL

Upon S. Lucius day^ being the shortest day

'Tis the year's midnight, and it is the day's
Lucie's, who scarce seven hours herself unmasks.
The sun is spent, and now his flasks